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Tbe Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


To taint his Nobler hart & braine,with necdleffeieloufy, 

And to become the geeke and fcorne p’ch'others vilany? 
zBro. For this, from (filler Seats we came, 
our Parents,and vs cwainc. 

That ftriking in our Countries caufe, 
fell brauely,arid were (laine. 

Oar Fealty ,& Tenant ins right,with Honor co maintainc. 
i Bro . Like hardiment Pofihumm bath 
to Cymbdtne perform’d: 

Then lupiter^King of Gods,why haft y thus adiourn’d 
The Graces for his Merits due,being all to dolors turn'd? 
Sicil. Thy Chriftall window ope; looke, 
looke out, no longer cxercife 
Vpon a valiant Racc,thy harfl^and potent injuries : 
Moth. Since(Iupitcr)our Son is good, 
take offhismiferies. 

Sicil. Pcepe through chy Marble Manfion, helpe, 
or we poorc Ghofts will cry 
TVch’foining Synod of the rcft,againft thy Deity, 

! Brothers . Helpe (Iupiter) or wc appeale, 
and from thy iufticc flyc. 

Iupiter defiends in Thunder and Lightning , fitting vppon an 
Eagle, heethrowes a Thunder bolt. ThcChoftesfall on 

their 

Iupiter . No more you petty Spirits t>f Region low 
Offend our hearing :hufb’. How dare youGbofies 
Accufe the Thunderer, whofe Bolt (you know) 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coafts. 

Poore (hadowes ofElizium, hence, and reft 
Vpon your neucr-withering bankes of Flowrcs. 

Be not with mortall accidents oppreft. 

No care of yours it is, you know ’tis ours. 

Whombcft I louei I croffe; to make my guife 
The more delay’d, delighted. Be content. 

Your low-laide Sonne, our Godhead will vplife: 

His Comforts thriue, his Trials well are fpcnc ; 

Our Iouiall Starrc reign’d at his Birth, and in 
Our Temple was he married : Rife,and fade, 

He {hall be Lord of Lady Imogen, 

And happier much by Ins AfHi&ion made. 

This Tablet lay vpon his Brcft,wherein 
Our pleafure, his full Fortune, doth confine. 

And fo away; no farther with your dtnne 
Exprcffe Impatience, leaft you ftirre vp mine: 

Mount Eagle, to my Palace Chviftallinc. A fiends 

Sicil. He came in Thunder, his Celeft iall breath 
Was fulphurous to fmell: the holy Eagle 
Stoop'd, as to fcote vs: his Afccnfion is 
More fweec then our bleft Fields: his Royal 1 Bird 
Primes the immortall wing, and cloyes hisBcake, 

As when his God is pleas’d. 

AIL Thankeslopitcr. 

Sic. The MarblePauement clozes, he is enter’d 
His radiant Roofc : Away, 3nd to be bleft 
Let vs with care performe his great beneft. Vanifh 
Pefi. Slccpe,thou haft bin aGrandlire, and begot 
A Father to me : arid thou tufl created 
A Mother, and two Brothers. But (oh icorne) 

Gone, they wemiicnce fo foonc as they were borne: 

And fo I am awake, poorc Wretches,that depend* 

On Grcatnc fie, Fauaur; Dreame as I haue done. 

Wake, and finde nothing. But (alas) I liveruc: 

Many Drcamc not to finde, neither deferue. 

And yet are (foep’d in Fauours ; fo am I 

That haue this Golden chance, and know not why: 

What Fay cries haunt this ground ? A BockPOh rare one, 


to* 


V u 


Be not, as is our Angled vyorId,a.Garmcnt 

Nobler thenthacitcouers. Letthyeffeefts 
So follow, to be moft vnlike our Courtiers 
As good, as promife. 

Reades . 

ySjHenasa Ljms whefa S?aU to bir»felf* v ^ 

out feefag fade, and bee embrac'd byapeeccfa^ 
Ayre: And when from a {lately Cedar if a 11 be lop t U 
which being dead many yeares,{hail after tentue be ***■ 
the old Stocks, andfrefhlygrow, then [had PofihumT'fl 
miferies, Brttaine be fortunate, andfleunjh i„ p eace Ap/**' 

‘Tis Gill a Drcamc: or clfc fucb ftuffc as Madmen 
Tongue, and brainc not: either both.or nothin® 

Or fcnieleffe fpeaking.or a /peaking fuch b> 

As fen/c cannot vneye, Be what it is, 

The A&ion ofmy life is like it, which He keepe 
If but for fimpathy. 5 

Enter Cjaolcr, 

Gao. Come Sir, arc you ready for death ? 

Pofl. Ouer-roafted rather: ready long ago. 

Gao. Hanging is the word. Sir, ifyou be* readie f c 
) that, you are well Cook’d. 

Pofl. So if I prouc a good repaft to the Spcaators cl 
difhpayesthe/hot. 5 

Gao. A hcauy reckoning for you Sir: But the comfoi 
is you fhall be called to no more payments, fear no mor 
TauerneBils, which arc often the fadnefle of parting, a 
the procuring of mirth: you come in faint for want o 
meate, depait reeling with too much drinkc : fotrictha 
you haue payed too much, and forry that you a re pave 
too much : Purfe and Braine. both empty ; the Brain th 
heauier, for being too light; the Putfctoo light, beim 
drawne ofhcauinelfe. Oh,ofthis concradiftionyou fha] 
now be quit: Oh the charity of a penny Cord,itfmnmc 
vpthoufands inatrice: you haue no true Debitor, am 
Creditor but it : of what’s pafl, is, and to come, the dif 

charge: your necke(Sis)is Pen, Booke,and Counters ;f< 

the Acquittance followes. 

Pofl. 1 am merrier to dye.theo thou art to line. 

Gao. Indeed Sir,he that fleepes,feeles not theTootlv 
Ache: but a man that were to fleepe your fleepe, and : 
Hangman to helpe him to bed, I think he would changt 
places with his Officer: for, look you Sir,you knownoi 
which way you fhall go. 
i Pofl. Yes indeed do I, fellow, 
i _ Gao. Your death has eyes in’s head then : Ihauenoi 
leenc him fo pictur'd : you muft either bee dircdled by 
fome that t ake vpon them t o know,or to take vpon youi 
fclfethat which I am fure you do not know ;ioriumptb( 
after-enquiry on your owneperill: and how you ffiall 
fpeed in your iournics end, 1 thinkeyou’l nsuer returnc 
to tell one. 

Pojl. I tell thee. Fellow, there are none want eyes,to 
direftthem the way! am going,but l'uchasvvinke, and 
will not vfe them. 

Gao. What an infinite mocke is this, that a man (hold 
hauethebeftvfeofeyesjtofeethe way of blindneffe: I 
am fure hanging’s the way of winking! 

Enter a Afeffenger. 

Trlef Knockeaffhis Manac!ej,bringyourPrifonertc 

the King. 

Pofl. Thou bring’/! good newes, I am call’d to bet 
maaefree. 

Gao. Ilebehang’dthen. 

Pofl. Thou (halt be then freer then aGaolcrjno bolt 
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The Tragedie of Cymbeline 


for the dead. ' 

Catf. Vnteflfe a man would marry a Grjlbvvi^ &be’- 
gctyongGibbccs^fncucrfawoncfo prorie : vet o.n ivy 
Confcien*ce,*b€ceareverier Knaucsdcfire'tohue, for all 
he be a Roman ; and there be fome of them too that dye 
againft their vvilles; fo fhoiftdT^ if [ were one. I woutci 
we wcr^allof one minde,and 'one rrrinde good: O therb 
were defolarion of Gaolers and Galowfes : I fpcake a. 
gaiuft my prefeniiprofic, but my v/iftvhath 2 preferment 
in’t. Exfitni. 



£nlerCymbeline, Teihrirte. Guiderm^ Arui- 
ragtu, Pifanie^andLords* 

CjT^Stand by my fide you, whom the Gods hade made 
jPreferuersofmy Throne: woe is my heart. 

That thepooR’Souldicrthat forrehly fotVghc, 

Whoferagges, ftiam’d gilded Armes,whole naked breft 
Stept» before Targes of proofc, cannot be found : 

He (ball be happy that can finde him,if 
Onr Grace can make him fo. 

! Bel . Ineuerfaw 

Such Noble fury in fo poorc a Thing; 

Such precious deeds, in one that pronuft nought 
But beggery,and poore lookes. 

Cym . Notydingsofrhrm? 

Tifa. He hath bin fcarch’d among the dead^S; liuiris,;, 

But no trace of him. 

Cym ♦ To my greefe, I am 
The heyre of his Reward, which I willadde 
To you (the Liner, Hcarr,and Brainc of Britainc) 

By whom (1 grant) {he Hues. Tis-now the rime 
To askc of whence you arc. Report ic. 

Tel. Sir, 

In Cambria are w^aorne, and Gentlemen: 

Further to boaft, were ney ther true, nor modeft, 

Vnlcfle I adde, we are honeft. 

Cym. Bow your knees : 

Arifemy Knights o’th’Battell, I create you 
Companions to our perfon, and will fit you 
With Dignities bccommingyour eftates. 

Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 

There’s bufineffe in thefc faces: why fo fadly 
Greet you our Victory ? you looke'likc Romanies, 

And riot of h’Courcof Briraine. 

Corn. Hayle great King, 

Tofowreyour happinefle, I muft report 
The Quceneis dead. 

Cym. Who worfethen a Phyfitian 
Would this report become ? But I confider, 

By Med’cine life may be prolong’d, yer death 
Will feizethe Doftor too. How ended foe? 

Cor . With horror, madly dying, like her life, 

Which (being crucll tothc world) concluded 
Moft cruell to her fclfe. What foe confeft, 

I will report, fo plcafe you; Theie her Women 
Can crip me.ri I erre, who with wet chcekcs 
Wereprefenc when foe finifo'd. 

Cym. Prytfitefajr.: 

Cor. Firftjfhe cpnfcft foe ncuer loll’d you : onely 
Affected Greatnefle got by you : not you : f 

Married your Royalty, was iftife to your place : 
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Abhorr’d your perfon. r j 

Cym. She alone knew this; 

And but foe fpokcic dying ? I would not 
Bcleeuehcr lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Corn. Your daughter/whom foe bore in hand to loue 
With luch integrity, foe did confeffe r 

Was as a Scorpipn to her fight ' whofe life 
(But that her flight preuented ic) foe had 
Taneoffby poylbn, 

Cym, O moft delicacy Fiend ! 

Who r i's’t can reade a Woman? Is there moj;e 

Corn* -More 1 Sir,ancfworle. Shedidconfeflefoehad 
For you a mortall Mineral!, which being tooke,: 

Should by_rhe minute feedeon life,and hng’riog, 

By inches.watte you. In which time, foe purpos’d 
By wateffipg, weepings tendance, ki{]ing,to 
Orecomeyou with her foew; and in time 
( When foe had fitted you with her craft, co worke 
HerSor.rie into ttfa dope ion of the Cjrowric 5 
Rut fayhng of her end by his ftrange abfcnce. 

Grew foamclcffe dcfperace, open’d (in defpight 
Of Heauen and Men) herpurpofes : repented 
The ends foe hatch'd, were not effected : fo 
Difpayringidyed. 

Cym. Heard you all this,her Women ? 

La. We didjfo pleafeyour Highneffe. 

Cym. Mine eyes 

Were not in/ault, for flic was beautiful!: 

Mine eares that heare her flattery, nor my heart, 

That thought her like her Teeming. It had beene vicious 
To haue miftrufted her: yet (Oh my Daughter) 

That it was folly in me, thou may ft fay, 

And proue ic in chy feeling. Heauen mend ail. 

Enter Lucius Jachimo.and other Rom an prifinery 
Leon at ns behind y and Imogen . 

Thou comm’ft not Cains now for Tribute, chat 
The Britainc: haue rac’d out? though with the Ioffe 
Of many a nold one : whole ffinfmen haue made fuite 
That their good failles maybe 3ppcas , d > with {laughter 
Of you their Captiues, which our fclfe haue granted. 

So thinke of your efface. 

Luc. Confider Sir, the chancecf Warre, the day 
Wasyours by accident: had it gone with vs. 

We foould not when the blood was coofoiaue threatend 
Our Pnfoncrs with the Sword. But fince theGods 
Will haue it thus, that nothing but our Hues 
May be call’d ranfome, let it come : Sufficeth, 

A Roman, with a Romans heart can fuffer : 
sAuguJhu Hues to thinke on’t: and fo much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing onely 
I will emreate, my Boy (a Britainc borne) 

Lit him be ranfom’d ; Neucr Maftcr had 
A Page fokindc,loduteous, diligent. 

So tender ouer his occafions, true, 

feate, fo Nuvlc-Hkc : let his venue ioyne 
\ With my requeft, which He make bold ,your Highneffe 
» Cannot deny ; he hath done no Britainc harme, 

| Though he li3ue feru’d a Roman. Saue him (Sir) 

{ A nd fpare no blood befide. 

Cym. I haue furely feenebim : 

His fauour is familiar to me : Boy, I 

Thou haft look’d thy felfe into my grace. 

And art mine owne, I know not why, wherefore. 

To fay, liue boy: ne’re thankc thy Mafter, liuc s 
And askc of Cymbeline what Boone thou wilt. 

Fitting my bounty, and thy (face, lie giue ic: 

.......Is>. 





















































































